Lolivier did stop, dabbed his eyes with a handkerchief,
and sat for a moment vacant-eyed. Then he again took
Michaud's hand and raised it to his lips: c You are all I
have/

' I am your old friend/ said Michaud.

' I daresay he won't be guillotined, on account of
his age.'

6 He certainly won't, I'm quite sure of that.'

Mechanically, in order to recover the thread of his
thoughts, Lolivier began to arrange the papers on his
table. After some minutes silence, he began to talk about
some repair work, then, suddenly switching off, he said
in a bitter tone, in which the whole man was expressed:

c I am, in a way, a privileged person. I shall never have
known what the war was. It will have added nothing to my
load of misery. I am like that tenant of ours who married
Clementine. His joy excludes him from the disasters of war.
I know there are widows, orphans, families broken up, but
I have my own hell, and that burden is enough. I have
carried my peace-time existence intact into the war. I am
told that Hitler is master here, that our young men are
prisoners-of-war in Germany, and that the English bomb
our cities. But what does come home to me is that my
daughter and my son have developed into what I knew
they would become, she, a harlot, and he, something less
than human, and that my wife is still the slut she always
was. The awful anniversaries of these kst years will not be
those that others recognize. I am something less than human
myself, as all unhappy people are. I know, and I knew
before the war, that suffering does not expand our hearts,
and that great ordeals do not improve our characters. They
drive us in upon ourselves and condemn us to the blackest
and most joyless egotism. I shall never think of the miseries
of France, or the miseries of Europe. I must live with my
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